Voices from the empty well
life is a gamble.
Why are you drowned in sadness?
If the pawns die,
the king and the queen win,
forever, a desire remains unfulfilled,
a thirst unquenched.
This is a war, this is a famine,
life is an illusive play,
life is a momentary madness,
life is an entertainment useless,
an abyss of dense darkness.
Why are you drowned in sadness?
We waited ever so long
eyes wide open as windows,
for what we knew only in dreams,
for what never happens.
The curtain of the night has fallen,
the lamps of despair and defeat
have begun to shine one by one,
sins are unfolding one by one.
Tired legs are walking towards home,
tired eyes are searching for a shelter,
birds are eager
to reach their nests of dreams
on the banyan tree of sleep.
Shall we go home
or sit for a while?
After a moment
no creature stays here,
nothing is heard
in ihe deserted streets
but for whispers in the ears
of the silent darkness,
sounds of boots
of a forsaken traveller,
barking of dogs.